GERMANY, 1919

deepest solitude I have ever known on mountains. Next
morning early I was awakened by my orderly with my final
Army orders, which were to proceed to the Crystal Palace
by way of Rotterdam.
In thirty-three years of life I had hitherto successfully
avoided visiting the Crystal Palace, which is one of several
English equivalents of Coney Island. Not even the great
Saturday evening firework displays of Messrs. Brock had
drawn me there. But as a gateway to civilian freedom this
glassy structure, originally set up in Hyde Park for Victoria's
Great Exhibition, glittered with a fantastic glamour. Just
twenty years later I was to see its original cement founda-
tions, close to Knightsbridge, laid bare by mechanical diggers
and cranes filling sandbags with earth in readiness for the
second German war. But for the moment my dream was
the Crystal Palace and demobilization was my Bank Holi-
day. I saw it refulgent before me as we rode for the last
time through the German forests on the way to the station.
My groom was to take back the roan ; it was hard to part
from this animal who had been mine for three years and
had once been wounded under me but retrieved from the
Base. I celebrated the last night in Cologne by going to the
opera-house instead of a theatre, and afterwards went round
to talk with the English pkyers under Esme Percy who had
by this time started a stage of their own in the city and were
performing plays by Shaw and others. Next morning a
mixed crowd of officers and men of all units, unknown to
each other but united by the wish not to be soldiers any
more, sailed down the Rhine towards Holland. We sang a
great deal and drank very little, although the propensity of
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